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AD VIVUM PAUCIS VERBIS 


I cried when I heard you won't have me "playing" in your 
"games" anymore. I even don't care to hear people say you're in the 
darkest side of town. And when I'm out I see you walking; you don't 
seem to recognize me anymore; I guess you don't have faith in me no 
more. 


Yesterday when I saw you by the river with tears in your 
eyes, you looked as if you played your last "game". I stood thinking 
about times like these while you left me all alone. 


I felt the cold wind time and time again in the hours that 
followed. It was like a living reflection from a dream the way you 
left without a sound. 


I stood there in a daze waiting for the touch of your spell 
to bring me back from the past. Time became a human image, a drunk 
glimpse, an overchance. 


I still wonder if maybe you are the one whose grass is 
greener. Maybe if I wasn't so cynical then life wouldn't have been 
so bad. Maybe if we all weren't so vain then drugs, alcohol and 
prestige wouldn't exist. Or maybe we're all equal internally; it's 
just that we have individual ways of showing this commonground soul. 


Maybe if beauty was personality then possibly inelegance 
wouldn't be a reality. Maybe if the man who had invented money would 
have been assassinated then we could be in an era of peace, love and 
co-operation in place of hate, war and the strife of being better than 
the other. 


I repine that I was too ignorant to realize your honesty, 
your love, your fear and how you felt like you wished to go west. 
I now see your clamour for devotion and realize vitality for every 
nonage might be just that... 


Adapted from the poem "Peaceful Flower" written July, 1971 by 

Loraine Sharron Desmond (1955-1971). I would like to dedicate it 

to ami decour a la belle etoile in remembrance that amor vinci omnia —- 
esto perpetua. With apologies to Mr. Ferguson & Mr. MacInnis. 


--- Matthew 
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VALEDICTORIAN ADDRESS 


by James Culkin 


It was many years ago that our parents, with heartfelt sighs of relief, 
ushered us into our first day in the first grade. Though many of us thought we 
would never master the intricacies of counting and the alphabet we managed to 
progress. We passed through grades 3, 4, 5, 6, 7 and all or perhaps they just 
passed through us the old in one ear out the other trick. 


Now to the surprise of some and the joy of most we have finished Grade 12 
and our career in school. With our various futures ahead of us it is time for us 
to look backwards a bit. It is time for us to say “thank you" to the people who . 
have helped us make it this far. 


First we should say thank you to our parents, the people who have at 
different times been our bankers, chief wardens and father confessors. It will be 
a while before any of us can understand how, or for that matter, why they put up with 
us and stood by us for almost two decades. To them we say thank you. 


To our teachers, those people who have often inhabited our nightmares in 
the title roles, who have struggled each year to pound a lot of knowledge and hope- 
fully a bit of wisdom into each student, to them we say thank you. 


There are many others, our classmates, people we hardly knew, the people 
always close by with a spare smile and a spare cigarette, and occasionally a spare 
test answer. People whose names our minds have misplaced but whose kind thoughtful 
actions our hearts will probably never forget, to them - thank you. 


But these things, beautiful though they were and thankful as we are for 
them, are now in the past. Before us is the future. 


Many of us have a career waiting, for others continued education is 
presaged, some plan to settle down and raise a family. No doubt a few of us have 
a year or two of carefully unplanned drifting ahead before we make any decisions 
at all. 


Whatever our individual futures hold we can ask only one thing, that they 
be right for us. 


For twelve years of schooling and eighteen or so years of living this has 
been our goal, the freedom to make our own decisions. For twelve years this is 
what the school system has tried to instill in us, the knowledge to see the infinite 
possibilities and the wisdom to make the right choice. 


Knowledge and Wisdom. These are excellent tools with which to equip a s 
person for life. No matter what the critics of education and the educational system 
May say, none can fault philosophy of providing people with these tools. ~ 


ie 


Yet they are only tools. To be of any good to anybody they must be put 
to use and used together, for knowledge without wisdom can do nothing but harm, 
while wisdom without knowledge is the wisdom of a fool. They must be used constantly 
for, as with any tool, if they are left to rust and tarnish they will be faulty and 
‘even dangerous when they are finally called to perform. 


In any case from this point our lives change, perhaps only a little, maybe 
greatly. From here the future waits and for us the sky's the limit. 


THE CLASS HISTORY OF ‘73 


by Georgina Lastiwka 


Honoured guest, ladies and gentlemen, fellow grads. I am honoured to have 
been chosen as Vic's Class Historian for 1973. On behalf of my writer's cramp I 
would like to thank the Grad Committee and most of all two of the most wonderful, 
generous, hard-working people I know: Cathie O'Neill and Mrs. Kennie for rooking 
me into this. I have only a few words to say to these two. Cathie, our life-long 
friendship has terminated and Mrs. Kennie, I refuse to be a human guinea pig for 
your Foods 30 Class in future. 


Once upon a time, not far away but long, long, long ago we entered the 
seemingly endless halls of what we were told was the Greatest School on Earth. 
At that we laughed but our laughter soon turned into ‘screams of terror because 
those mighty exaulted, honourable and fearless seniors were after us. Rolling 
pennies down halls, being tied to doors and yelling "I'm a lowly Frosh" wasn't 
my idea of fun. This torture didn't last long. Soon we recovered and became 
fully integrated in the school, its many functions and activities. But...all this 
while we were secretly plotting our revenge on the little Grade nines who were to 
become next year's frosh. 


In sports, our senior boys football team went all the way to the city 
finals but decided they had enough victories under their belts and agreed to let 
the opponent have the game. The Junior Girls basketball team wasn't so kind-hearted 
though and came home with the City Consolation Championship. Maybe that's why they 
were always looking up. I thought they were counting tiles on the ceiling. 


Grade 11 was the year we tried to get our revenge on the frosh. I don't 
know how you faired but I came out all battered, bruised and limping, and all we 
wanted to do was tie his shoe laces together. Ungrateful little frosh. This was 
a great year at Vic. Our teams decided that they had won enough trophies in years 
past and graciously allowed other schools to get their share of the glory for this 
but vowing that the Big Red Machine would be back in the '72-73 season to clean up. 


You remember Ukrainian Day and the Kobasa Eating Contest; weren't those 
gas masks becoming? But on to bigger and better things - the Lit and some teachers’ 
version of ''My Dingle Ling". Did you ever think you'd see Mr. Stordahl or Mr. Urn 
in diapers at their age? This was also the year our male cheerleaders materialized. 
I have often wondered what became of them. 


Grade 12 has been even better. This year has marked a great change in Vic. 
It was the trial year for the new form of Students Union. The biggest change of all 
was the choice of whether or not to write those dreadful departmentals. One after- 
noon was set aside for a learning experience. Most of us took advantage of it and 
went home for a snooze-break. Vic will be the first school in Edmonton to have a 
float in the Klondike Days Parade this year so we'll have that to look forward to. 


This year for the third year, Vic graciously bowed out of the sports finals. 
ay, 
Don't you wish they wouldn't be so gracious all the time? 


But all was not lost as Bing Ho and Rick Kuzik won the Provincial Debating 
Contest. Bing went on to come in third in the National Debating Contest. These two 
people have helped to show to others that Vic is truly the Greatest School on Earth. 
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